isn't bad temper, darling, it's just that I'm "broody" over
my work'.. . .
But on this occasion the unwritten book was lying barely
under the surface, and as our car made its way through
Frejus she suddenly grasped my arm and called to Pierre to
stop. What had caught her eye was a low stone archway
and under the archway, ha]f in and half out of it, a car-
penter's bench and a carpenter at work. 'Look,' she said,
* there is my carpenter's shop. That's where Christophe
Benedit was born. . . /
And so the holiday undertaken for our pleasure became
also the perfect occasion she needed for collecting copy
detail for her book. In Provence we remained till her re-
servoir was filled, and to make matters easier, the Parisian
Pierre, who had long since replaced his 'casquette' by a
beret, turned out to be himself a native of Provence,
speaking the language, knowing the country and even
adept at the local talent of catching a cingala unharmed iu
his hand so that we were able to examine it at leisure.
All of which does not mean that we gave up our holiday
or that John made the slightest attempt to work. We had
come to Beauvallon to rest and rest we did, and in any case
John seldom worked when she was collecting material.
Some people would have called our resting rather stren-
uous. Its main feature was to wear as few clothes as possible
and to bathe, and to bathe and to bathe, three or more
times a day and for increasingly long periods and in this
excess John was the principal sinner. If ever I lost sight of
her on the beach for a moment and inquired her where-
abouts the answer was invariably: *Elle est dam la mer. . . /
She grew as brown as a berry and her hair got bleached and
her eyes were clear and very blue and her teeth very white
in her tanned face. . . , All the lines of strain and anxiety
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